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Big Rory Mackenzie, before mentioned. The effigy of that
stalwart Highlander, carved in stone, his prosaic descendant
now proceeded deliberately to measure,, entering in his
note-book, " 6 feet 4 inches."

Amid storms of wind and rain congenial to that bois-
terous climate, the travellers drove through Sutherland, and
at last broke ground in Assynt. Eight-and-twenty years
had passed since that stormy season when the future
knights of Cambria and Siluria, then in the full vigour and
merriment of their early prime, boated and climbed through
these northern wilds. Murchison had never been back
during the long interval. But now, partly from the dreadful
weather, and partly from finding so many of his old ac-
quaintances gone to their rest, Assynt wore to him a gloomy
and depressing aspect. He writes, " I found the old house
at Balnakill new roofing; old Dunlop dead ; my kind old
friend, Anderson of Eispond, who sheltered Walter Scott as
well as Sedgwick and self, dead. All around gave note that
my day was fast coming, and that I had taken my farewell
look at the AVhiten and Far-out Heads." Brighter skies
however, eventually dispelled the gloom, and he lived to
come back again, and yet again, to those headlands.

The excursion was too brief to permit of much good
field-work being done in so rough a country. In spite of
the clear statements of Cunningham, the travellers could
not shake off the old prejudice in favour of the Old Red
Sandstone age of the vast red conglomerates and sandstones
of Assynt and Applecross. They saw indeed that a red con-
glomerate and grit did lie between the quartz-rocks and the
older gneiss, and could not but admit that some at least of the
red rocks must be older than the quartz-rocks and lime-rs, lay the Kory More or
